MARES   RETURN   HOMEWARD

seen the like before, and bade me bear it home to the menzil

to be conned by the hareem:-none of whom, for all their wis^

looking, knew it.   'A stranger plant (said they) in this dim'- it

is housewifely amongst them to be esteemed cunning in drugs and

simples.  Lower, we came to a small pool in the rock; the water

showed ruddy-brown and ammoniacal, the going down was

stained with old filth of camels. 'Ay (he said) of this water would

we draw for our coffee, were there none other.9 Upon the stone I

saw other Himyaric legends. And here sat two young shepherd

lasses; they seeing men approach, had left playing, their little

flock wandered near them.  Zeyd, a great sheykh, hajled them

with the hilarity of the desert, and the ragged maidens answered

him in mirth again: they fear none of their tribesmen, and herd-

ong maidens may go alone with the flocks far out of seeing of the

menzil in the empty wilderness.  We looked up and down, but

could not espy Zeyd's mare, which, entering the mountain, he

had left bound below, the headstall tied back, by the halter to

an hind limb in the nomad manner. Thus, making a leg at every

pace, the Beduin mare may graze at large; but cannot wander

far. At length, from a high place, we had sight of her, returning

upon her traces to the distant camp.  'She is thirsty (said Zeyd),

let her alone and she will find the way home':-although the

black booths were yet under our horizon. So the nomad horses

come again of themselves, and seek their own households, when

they would drink water.  Daily, when the sun is well risen, the

Beduin mare is hop-shackled with iron links, which are opened

k with a key, and loosed out to feed from her master's tent  The

horses wander, seeking each other, if the menzils be not wide

scattered, and go on pasturing and sporting together: their

sheykhly masters take no more heed of them than of the hounds

of the encampment, until high noon, when the mares, returning

homeward of themselves, are led in to water* They will go then

anew to pasture, or stand shadowing out that hot hour in the

master's booth (if it be a great one). They are grazing not far off

till the sun is setting, when they draw to their menzils, or are

fetched home and tethered for the night.

There hopped before our feet, as we came, a minute brood of
second locusts, of a leaden colour, with budding wings like the
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